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THE RETURN OF A PRIVATE.

L

The nearsr the train drew toward La
Croase the soberer the little group of “vets”
became. On the long way from New
Orleans they had beguiled tedinm with
jokes and friendly chaff, or with planning
with elaborate detail what they were going
to do now, after the war. A long journey,
slowly, irregularly, yet persistently push-
ipg northward. When  they en-
tered on Wisconsin territory they
gave & oheer, and another when
they reached Madison, but after
that they sank intoa dumb expectancy.
Comrades dropped off at one or two points
beyond, until there were oaly four or five
left who were bound for La Crosse county.

Three of themm were gaunt and brown,
the fourth was gaunt and pale, with s.4"%
of fever and agns upon hifi. One had a

great scar down his temple, one limped,
snd they all had unmtnnl'l‘y large bright
sves, showing emseciation. There were no
bands greeting toem at the stations, no
banks of gaily-dressed ladies waving
bandkerchiefs and shouting “bravo,” as
came in on the caboose of a freight
traio into the towns that had cheered and
blared at them on their way to war. As
they looked outor stepped upon the plat-
form for a moment, as the train stood at
the station, the loafers looked at them in-
differently. Their blue coats, dusty and
grimy, were too familiar now to excite no-
tice, much less a friendly word. They were
the last of the army to retarn, and the
‘oafers were surfeited with such sights.

The train 'Of‘od forward so slowly that
it seemed likely to be midnight before they
should reach La Crosse. The iittle squad
of “vets” grumbled and awore, but it was
oo use, the train wonld not hurry, and as a
matter of fact, 1t was nearly 2 o’clock when
the engine whistled “down brakes.”

Most of the group were farmers living in
districts several miles out of town, and all
were Door.

“Now, boys,” said private Smith, he of
the fever and ague, * we are landed in La
Crosse in the night. We've got tostay
somewhere till mornin’. Mow 1 ain’t got
no 52 to waste on & hotel. I've got a wife
and children, so I'm goin’ to roostonas
:e‘li:ch’. and take the cost of a bed out of my

1de.’

“Same Pma,” put in one of the other men.
“Hide'll ¢rovw on again, dollars come hard.
It's goin' .0 be mighty bot skirmishin’ to
find a dollar these days.” .

“Den’t think they’ | be a deputation of
citizens waitin’ to “scort us te a botel, ehi”
gaid another. His sarcasm was too obvi-
ous to require An ANSwWer,

Smith went on: “Then at .darbmk
we'll start {"r home; at least, I will’

“Well, I'll be dumned if I'll take §2 ont
o' my hide,” one of the gounger men said.
“I'm goin’ to & hotel ef 1 don’t never lay up
e cent.”?

“That’lldo f'r you.” said Smith; “but if
you had a wife an’ three young 'uns de-
pendin’ on yeh—"

“Which I aw’t, thank the Lord! and
_d{m;tf intend bavin’ while the court knows
itself.”

The station was deserted, chill and dark
as they came into it at exactly a quarter to
2 in the morning. Lit by the oil lamps that
flared a dull red light over the dingy
benches, the waiting-room wasnot an in-
The younger man went off
to look up a hotel, while the rest remained
and prepared to camp down on the floor
and beunches. Smith was attended to
tenderly by the other men, who spread
their blankets on the bench for bim, and
by rocbbing themselves made quite a com-
fortable bed, though the narrowness of the
bench made his sleeping precarious.

It was chill, though August, and the two
men sitting with wed heads grew stiff
with cold and weariness, and were forced
to rise now and again, and walk about to
warm their stiffened limbs., It didn’t oe-
cur to them, probably, to contrast their
coming hwmmne with their folnc forth, or
with the coming home of the generals,
colonels, or even captains—but to private
Jmith, at any rate, there came a sickness
at heart almost deadly, as he lay there on
his hard bed and went over his situation.

In the deep of the night, lying on a board
inthetown where hehadenlisted threeyears
ago, all elation and enthusiasm gone out of
him, he faced the fact that with the joy of
bhome-coming was mingled the bitter juice
»f care. He saw himself sick, worn out, tak-
ing up the work on his half-cleared farm,
the inevitable morigage standing ready
»ith open jaw to swallow half bis earnings.
fle had given three yensrs of his life for a
were pittance of pay, and now—

Morning dawned at last, slowly, with a
pale yellow dome of light rising silently
above the blufts which stand like some
Juge battlemented castle, just east of the
2ity, vut to the left the great river swept
0 its massive, yet silent, way to the sonth.
Jays called across the river from hillside
to hillside through the clear, beautiful air,
and hawks began toskim the tops of the
nills. The two vets were astir early, but
private Smith had fallen at last into a
sleep and they went out without waking
bim. He lay on his knapsack, his gaunt
‘ace turped yoward the ceiling, his hande
zlasped on his breast, with a ecurious,
pathetic effect of weakness and sﬂpeal. _

An engine switching near awoke him at
last. and he slowly sat up and stared about,
He looked out of the window and saw that
the sun was lighting the hills across the
river., He rose and brushed lns hair as
well as he could, folded his blankets up and
went out to find his companions. They
stood gazing eileatiy at the river and at
the hilla

“Looks nat'ral, dont’'t it,” they eaid, as he
came out.

“That's what it does,” he replied. “An’
it looks good. D’yeh see that peak?’ He
poiated at a beautiful symmetrical peak,
rising like a slightly truncated come, so
high that it seemed the very highest of
them all. It was lighted by the morning
sun till it glowed like a beacon, and a light
scarf of gray morning fog was rolling up
its shadowed side.

“My farm’s just bevond that. Now, ef ]
ean only ketch a ride, we'll be home by
dipner time.”

“I'm talkin’ about breakfast,” said one of
the others.

*] guess it's one moremeal o’ hardtack f'r
me.” sa1d Smith. They forged around and
finally found a restaurant with a sleepy old
German behind the counter, and procured
some coffee, which they drank to wash
down théir havdtack,

“Time'll come,” said Smith, holding np a
piece by the cormer, “when this'll be a
curiosity.” )

“]1 hope to God it will! I bet I've chawed
bardtack enough to shiugle every house 1n
the coolly. I've chawed it when my lampers
was down and when they wasn’t. ['ve took
it duy, svaked and mashed. I've had it
wormy, munsty, sour and bloe-moldy. I've
bad it in little bits and big bits; 'fore coffee
an’ after coflee. 1'm ready {'r a change. 1I'd
like t’ git bhol’ jest about now o’ some of the
hot biscuits my wife ¢'n make when she
lays herself ount f'r company.”

“Well, if you set there gallin’, you’ll
never see your wife.”

“Come on,” said private Smith. “Wait
a nomenti bovs; less take suthin’. Its on
me.” He them to the rusty tin dipper
which hung on anail beside the wooden
water pail and they grinned and drauk.
(Things were primitive in La Crosse then.)
Then shouldering their blankets and
muskets, which they were “taking home
to the boys,” they struck out on their last
march.

**1I'hey called that coffee.Jayvy,” grumbled
one of them, “but it never went by the road
where government Jayvy resides. | reckon
I know coffee from peas.”

They kept together on the road along the
turnpike, and up the winding read by the
river, which they followed for some miles,
The niver waa very lovely, .curving down
along its sandy beds, pausing now and then
under broad bass-wood trees, or rusning in
dark, swift mlent, currents under tangles
of wild grape-vinea, and drooping alders,
and baw trees. At one of these lovely spots
the three vets sat down on the thick green
award to rest “on Smith’s account.” The
leaves of the trees were as fresh and green
as June, the jays called cheery greetings to
them, and kingfishers darted to and fro
with swooping, noiseless tlight,

“] tell yeb, ®, this knocks the swamps
of Loueesiana into kingdom come.”

“You bet. All they ¢'n raise down there
is snakes, niggers, and p'riicler hell.”

“An' tightin’ men, Tn in the older man.

“An' fightin’ men. Ifl bad & good hook
ar’ line 1'd sneak a pick’rel ont o’ that pond.
Say, remember that time I shot that alliga-

“1 we'd better be crawlin’ along.”
jnterrupted Smith, rising and shouldering
=.|. with bleefiort,which

.S“-Rb.l-og:luyousuuon
‘#wll‘l manage,” said Smith,
“ICourse Bus, yob see, 1 may not have
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a chance right off to pay yeh back for the
times ye've carried my gun and hull caboo-
dle, ”8;,1. now, give me that gun, any-
way.

“All right, if yeh feel like it, Jim,” Smth
replied, and they trudged along dogged!
in the sun, which was getting higher an
hotter each half mile.

“Aint it queer they aint no teams comin’
along?”’

“Well, no, seen’s it's Sunday.”

“By jinks, that's a fuct! It is Sanday.

I'll git home in time {'r dinuer, sure. She
don’t hev dinner usially tall about one on
Sundays.” And he fell into & muse, in
whieh he smiled. ‘
_ "“Well, I'll git home jest about six o’clock,
jest about when the boys are milkin’ the
cows,” said old Jim Cranby. *“I'll step into
the barn, an’ vhen I'll say, ‘Heah! why aint
this milkin’ done before this time o' day!”
Av’ then won’t they yell,” he adaed, slap-
ping his thigh in great glee.

Smith went on. *I'll jest go up the path.
Old Rover’'ll come down the road to meet
me, He won't bark; he’ll know me an’
he’ll come down waggin’ histail an’show-
in’ his teeth. That's his way of langnm’.’
An’ so I'll walk up to the kitchen door, an
2’ll say, ‘Dinner £ & bungry man!” An’ then
she’ll jnmp up, a’—"

He couldn’t go on. His voice choked at
the thought of 1t. Saunders, the third man,
hardly uttered a word. He walked silent-
ly behind the others. He had lost his wife.
the first year he was in the army. She
died of pneumonia, eaught in the antumn
“fm" while working in the fields on his
place.

They plodded along till atlast they came
to a parting of the ways. To the right the
road continued up the main valley; to the
left it went oyer the ridge.

“Well, boys,” began Smith, as they gronna-
ed their muskets and looked away up the
valiey, “here’'s where we shake hands.
We've marched together a good many miles,
an’now I # we're done.”

“Yes, I don’t think we'll do any more of
it 'r a while, 1don’t want to, 1 know.”

“I hape I’ll see yeh, once in a while, boys,
to talk over old times.”

“Of course,” said Saunders, whose voice
trembled a little, too. *It ain’y exactly
like dyin’.”

“But we’d onght’'r go home with yon”
said the younger man. “You never'll
climb that ridge with all them things on
yver back.”

“Ob, 'mall right! Don’t worry about me,
Every step takes me nearer home, ye see.
Well, good-b{o. bovs.”

: T{l? shook hands. *“Good-bye. Good
nck.

“Same toyou. Lemme know how you find
things at home.”

.He turned once before they passed out of
sight, and waved his cap, and they did the
sawe, and all yelled. Then all marched
away with their long, steady, loping, vet-
eran step. The solitary climber in blue
walked on for a time, with his mindfilled
with the kindness of his comrades, and
musing npon the many jolly days they had
bad together in camp and field.

He thought of hischum, Billy Trip. Poor
Billy! A “minie” ball fell into his breast one
day, fell wailinglike acat, and tore a great
ragged hole into hisheart. He looked for-
ward to a sad scene with Billy’s mother
and sweetheart. They would want toknow
all about it. He tried to recall all that
Billy had said,and the particularsof it. but
there was little to remember, just that wild
wailing sound, high in the air, a dull slap,
a short, quick, expulsive groan, and the
boy lay with his face in the dirt in the
plenghed field they were marching across.

That was all. But all theiscenes he had
since been through had not dimmed the
horror, the terror of that moment, whenhis
boy comrade fell, with only a breath be-
tween a laugh and a death-groan. Poor,
handsome Billy! Worth milhions of deollars
was his young life,

These somber recollections gave way at
length to morecheerful feelings as he
gan to appreach his home coule. The fields
and houses grew familiar, and in one or
two he was greeted by peon'le seated in the
doorway, but he was in no mood to talk,
and pushed on steadily, though he stopped
and accepted a drink of milk once at the
well-gide of a neighbor.

The sun was getting hot on the slope,
and his step w slower, 1n spite of bis
iron resolution. He sat down several
times to rest. Slowly he crawled up
the rough. reddish-brown road, which
wound alcag the hillside, under great
trees, through dense groves of
jack oaks, with tree-tops far below
him omn his left hand, and the hills far
above him on his right. He crawled along
like some minute wingless vairety of fly.

He ate some bardtack, sauced with wild
berries, when he reached the summit of the
ridge, and sat there for some time, looking
down into his home coule,

Sombre, pathetio figure! His wide, round,
gray eyes gazing down into the beautiful
valley, seeing and not seeing, the splendid
cloud-shadows sweeping over the western
hills, and across the green and yellow
wheat far below. His head drooped for-
ward on hisrlm. his shoulders took on a
tired stoop, Lis ch bones showed pain-
fully. An observer*might have said, “He
is looking down upon his own grave.”

1L

Sunday comes in a Western wheat harvest
with such sweet and sudden relaxation to
man and beast that it would be holy for
that reason, if no other. And Sundays are
usnally fair in harvest time. As one goes
out into the field in the hot morning
sunshine, with no sound abroad save the
cricketa and the indescribably pleasant,
silken rustling of the ripened grain, the
reaper and the very sheaves in the stubble
seem to be resting, dreaming.

Around the house, in the shade of the
trees, the men sit,smoking, dozing, or read-
ing the papers, while the women, never
resting, move about at the housework. The
men eat on Sundays about the same as on
other days, and breakfast is no sooner over
aud out of the way than dinner begins.

But at the Smith farm there were no men
dozing or reading. Mrs. Smith was alone
with her three children, Mary, nine,
Tommy, six, and little Ted, just past four.
Her farm, rented to a neighbor, lay at the
head of a counle or narrow gulley, made at
some far-off post-glacial period by the vast
and angry floods of water which gullied
these tremendous furrows in the level
prairie—furrows so deep that undisturbed

portions of the original level rose like hills
on either side—rose to quite considerable
mountains,

Thechickens wakened her as nsual that
Sabbath morning from dreams of her ab-
sent busband, from whom she had not
heard for weeks. The shadow drifted over
the hills, down the slopes, across the wheat
and up the opposite walliu leisurely way, as

if, being Sunday, they could “take it easy,” 4

also. The fowlis clustered about the house-
wife as she went ont into the yard. ‘Fuzzy
little chickens swarmed out from the coops
where their clucking and perpetually dis-
runtled mothers tramped about, petalant-
y thrusting their heads through the spaces
Letween the slats. -

A cow called in a deep, musical bass, and
a calf anawered froma a little pen vear b
and a pig scarried guiltily ont of the ea
Lages. Seeing all this, sceing the pig in the
cablbages, the tangle of grass in the garden,
the broken fence whxcgr-bo had mended
again and again—the little woman, hardly
more than a girl, sat down and cried. The
bright Sabbath morning wasonly a mockery
without him!

A few years ago they had bought this
farm, pn*wng part, mortgaging the rest in
the usual way. Edward Smith was a man
of terrible energy. He worked "“nightsand
Sundays,” as the saying goes, to clear the
farm of its brush and of its insatiate
mortgage. In the miudst of his herculean
stroggle came the call for volunteers, and
with the grim and nnseltish devotion to his
country which made the Eagle Brigade
able to “whip its weight in wild cats,” he
threw down s seythe and his grub-ax,
turned his eattle loose, and became s
biue-coated cog in a vast machine for
killing men, and not thistles, While the
millionaire sent his money to Eungland
for safe-keeping, this man, with his girl-
wife and three babies, loft them on a mort-
gaged farm, and went away to fight for an
ddea. It was foolisb, but it was sublime,
for all that,

That was three years before, and the
{o.nng wife, sitting on the well-curb on this

right Sabbath bharvest morning, was
righteonsly rebellious. It seemed to her
that she had borne her share of the coun-
try’s sorrow. Two brothers had been kill
tue renter in whose hands her ansband h
left the farm had proved the villain,one year
the farmm was without crops, and now the
over-ripe grain was waiting the tardy hand
of the neighbor who had rented it, and who
was catting bis own grain first.

About six weezs before she Lad rececived
n letter saying, “We'll be discharged in a
Iittle while.” But no other word had come

from him. She had seen by the papers that

discharged, and from
ay to day, other soldiers siowly percolated
n blue streams back into the State and
county, but still her private did not return.
Each week she had told the children that
he was coming, and she had watched the
road so long that it had become uncon-
scions. As she stood at the well or by the
kitchen door, her eyes were fixed unthink-
ingly on the road that wound down the
couls. Nothing wears on the human sonl
like waiting. If the stranded mariner,
searching the sunbright seas, could once
ive up hope of a ship, that horrible grind-
ng on his brain would cease. It was this
waiting, hoping, on the edge of despair,
that gave Emma Smith no rest.
Neighbors said, with kind intentions,
“He’s sick, may be, an’ can't start North
'Zlmt );’ot. He'll come along one o' these

ays.

“Why don’t he write!’ was her question,
which silenced them all. This Sundsr
morning it seemed to her as if she couldn’t
stand it any longer. The house seemed in-
tolerably lonely. 8o she dressed the little
ones in their best calico dresses and home-
made jackets, and, closin lhlf the house,
set off down the coule to old Mother Gray’s.

“Old Widder Gray” lived at the “mouth
of the coolly.” She was a widow woman
with a large family of stalwart boys
and laughing girls, She was the visible
incarnation of hospitality and opti mistio
poverty, With Western open-heartedness
she fed every mouth that asked food of her,
and worked herself to death as cheerfully
as her girls danced in the meighborhood
har vest dances. -

She waddled down the path to meet Mrs.
Smith witb a smile on her face that would
have made the countenance of a convict
expand.

*“Oh, you little dears! Come right to yer

nny. Gimme a kiss! Come right in,

i’ Smith. Hew are yeh, anyway Nice
mornin’, ain’t it! Come in an’ set down.
Everything’s:in a clutter, but that won't
scare {ou sny.” .

She led the way into the *‘best room,” a
sunny, ulluara room, carpeted with a faded
and patched rag carpet, and papered with
a horrible white-an.d-green-striped wall"
paper, where a few ghastly effigies of dead
members of the family hung in variously
sized oval walnut frames. The honse re-
sounded with singing, laughter, whistling,
tramping of boots and scafflings. Half-
grown boys came to the door and crooked
their fingers at the cbildren, who ran out,
and were soon heard in the midst of the fun.

“Don’t »’'pose you've heard from Ed1”
Mrs. Smith shook her head. *“He'll tnrnup
some day, when you ain’t lookin’ for 'm.”
The good old soul had said that so many
times that poor Mrs. Smith derived no com-
fort from it any longer.

“Liz beard from Al the other day. He's
comin’ some day this week. Anyhow, they
expect him.”

“Did he say anvthing of —"

“No, be didn’t,” Mrs. Gray admitted.
“But then, it was only a short letter, any-
how. Al ain’t much for ritin’, anyhow.

But come out and see my new cheese.
tell yeh, I don’t believe 1 ever had better
loek in my life. If Ed should come I want
you should take him up a piece of this
cheese.” ?

It was beyond human nature to resist the
inflnence of that noisy, hearty, loving
household, and in the midst of the singing
and laughing the wife forgot her anxiety,
for the time at least, and laughed and sang
with the rest.

About 11 o’clock a wagon-load moredrove
up to the door, and Bill Gray, the widow’s
oldest son, and his whole family, from Sand
Lake Coule, piled out amid a good-natured
nproar, ascharacteristic asit was lndicrous.
Every one talked at once, except Bill,i who
sat in the wagon with his wrists on his

knees, a straw in his mouth, and an amused
twinkle in his blue eyes.

“Ain’t beard nothin’ o' Ed, I s’pose!” he
asked in & kind of bellow. Mrs. Smith
shook her head. Bill, with a delicacy ve
striking in such & great giant, rolled his
guid in his mouth, and said:

“Didn’t know but what you had. I hear
two or three of the Sand Lake boys are
comin’. Left New Orleenes some time this
week. Didn’t write nothin’ about Ed, but
no news is good news in such cases, mother
always says.”

“Well, g0 put out your team,” said Mrs.
Gray, ‘*‘an’ go'n brin1 me in some taters,
an’, Sim, you gosee if you ¢'n find some
corn. Sadie, younput on the water to bile.

Come, now, hustle yer boots, all o’ yeh. If
I feed this yer crowd, we've got to have
some raw materials. If y’ think I'm goin’
to feed yeh on pie—"

The children went off into the fields, the
girls put dinner on to **bile” and then went
to change their dresses and fix their bair.
“Somebody might come,” they said.

“Land sakes, | hope not! don’t know
where in time I’d set 'em, 'less they’'d eat at
the secont table,” Mrs. Gray laughed, in
pretended dimmnay.

The two older boys, who had served their
time in the army, lay out on the grass be-
fore the house, and whittled and talked
desultorily about the war and the crops,
and planned buyingls threshing-machine.
The older girls and Mrs. Smith helped en-
large the table and put on the dishes, talk-
ing all the time in that cheery, incoherent,
and meaningfunl way a groupof such women
have—a conversation to be taken forits
spirit rather than for its letter, though Mrs.
Gray at’last got the ear of them alland dis-
sertated at length on girls,

“Giris in love aint no use in the whole
blessed week,” she said. *“Sundays they're
a lookin’ down the road, expectin’ he'll
come. Sunday afternoons theyv can’t think
o' nothin’ else, ’cause he's here. Monday
moxnin’s they’'re sleepy and kind o' dreamy
and slimpsy, and good f'r notlin’ on Tues-
day and Wednesday. Thursday they git
absent-minded, an’ beqin to look off to-
wards Sunday agin, an’ mope aroun’ and
let the dish-water git cold, right under
their noses. Friday they break dishes, and
go off 1n the best room an’ snivel, an’ look
out o’ the winder. Saturdays they have
queer spurts o workin’ like all p’sessed,
an’ spurts o frizzin’ their hair.
Avn’ Sunday they begin it all over agin.”

The girls giggled and blnshed all through
this tirade trom their mother, their broad
faces and powerful frames anything but
suggestive of lackadaisical sentiment. But
Mrs. Smith said:

“Now, Mrs. Gray, I hadn't ought to stay
for dinner. You've got—

“Now you setright down! Ifany of them
girle’ beaus comes, they’ll have to take
what’s left, that'a all. They aint a’posed to
have much appetite, nohow. No, you're
goin’ to stay if they starve, an’ they aintno
danger o’ that.”

At 1 o'clock the long table was piled with
boiled potatoes, cords of boiled corn on the
cob, squash and pumpkin pies, hot biscuit,
sweet pickles, bread and butter, and honey.
Then one of the girls took down a conch
sheel from a nail, and, going to the door,
blew a long, fine free blast, that showed
there was no weakness of lungs in her am-
ple chest.

Then the children came out of the forest
of corn, out of the cnck, out of the loft
of the barn, and out of the garden.
The men shut up their jack-knives, and sur-
rounded the horse-trough to souse their
faces in the cold, hard water, and in & few
moments the table waas filled with a merry
crowd, and a row of wistful-eyed young-
sters circled the kitcben wall, where they
stood first on one leg and then on the other,
in 1mpatient bunger.

“They come to their feed f'r all the world
%eot like the pigs when y’ holler ‘poo—ee!”

ee 'em scoot!” langhed Mrs. Gray, every
wrinkle on her face shining with delight.
“Now pitch in, Mrs Smith,” she said, pre-
siding over the table. ““You know these
men critters. They’ll eat every grain of it,
if yeh suve’em a chance. I swan, they’re
made o' India rubber, their stomachs is, I
know it.” .

“Haf to eat to work,” said Bill, gnawing
a cob with a swift, circular motion that
rivaled a corn-sheller in results.

“More like workin’ to eat,” put in one of
the girla, with a gi1ggle. *“More eat’n work
with you.”

“You veedn’t say anythiong, Net. Any
one that'll eat seven ears—"

“I didn’t, no such thing. You piled your
cobs on my plate.”

“That’ll do to tell Ed Varney. It won't
go down bere, where we know yeh.”

“Good land! Eat all ye want! They’s
plenty more in the fiel’s, but I can’t afford
to give yuuiynnz 'uns tea. The tea is for
us women-folks, and 'specially f'r Mis¢’
Smith an’ Bill's wife, We're agoin’ to tell
fortunes by it.”

One by one the men filled up and shoved
back, and one by ane the children slipped
into their vlaces, and by 2 o'clock the
women alone remained around the debris-
covered table, sipping their tea and telling
fortunes.

As they got well down to the grounds in
the cup, they shook them with a cirenlar
motion in the hand, and then turned them
bottom-side-up quickly in the saucer, then
twirled them three or four times one way,
and three or four times the other, during »
breathless (‘nun. Then Mrs. Gray litred
the cup, and, gazing into it with profound
gravity, pronounced the impending fate.

It must be admitted that, to a crrtiul ob-
server, she had abundaut preparation for
:'ilt.hn close to the mark; as when she told

that “somebody was coming.” *It

his army was bein

isa man,” she went on gravely. “Hais
cross-eyed—"

*Oh, yon hush!”

“He has red hair, and is death on biled
corn and hot biscunit.,”

The others shrieked with delight.

“Buat he's goin’ to jget the mitten, that
red-headed feller is, for I see a feller comin’
up behind him.” "

**Oh, lemme see, lemme see,” cried Nettie,

“Keep off.” said the priestess, with a
lofty gesture. His hairis black. He don’t
eat so much, and he works more.”

The girls exploded in a shriek of laughter,
and pounded their sister on the back.

At last came Mrs. Smith's tarn, and she
was trembling with excitement as Mrs.
Gray again composed her jolly face to what
she considered a proper solemnity of ex-
pression,

Somebody is comin’ to you.” she said
after a long pause. ‘'He's got & musket on
lsli:}"’“h ¢'sa soldier. He’s almost here.

She pointed at two little tea stems, which
formed a faint suoggestion of a
man with a musket on  his
back Ha had olimbed nearly to
the edge of the cup. Mrs. Smith grew
pale with excitement. She trembled so she
could hardly hold the cup in her hand as
she gazed into it.

“It’s Ed,” cried theold woman. *“He's on
the way home. Heavens an’ earth! There
he is now!” She turned and waved her
hand out toward the road. They rushed to
the door, and looked where she pointed.

A manin ablne coat, with a musket on
his back, was toiling nlow]s' up the hill, on
the sun-bright, dusty road, toiling slowly,
with bent head half hidden by a heavy
knapsack. So tired i1t seemed that walking
was indeed a process of falling. So eager
to ?t home he would not stop, would not
look aside, but plodded on, amid the cries
of the locusts, the welcome of the crickets,
and the rustle of the yellow wheat. Get-
tmg back to God’s country, and his wife
and babies!

Laughing, erying, trying to call him and
the children at the same time, the little
wife, almost Lysterical, snatched her hat
and ran out into the yard. But the soldier
had disappeared over the hill iato the hol-
low beyond, and, by the time she had found
the children, he was too far away for ber
voice to reach him. And besides, she
was not sure it was her husband,
for he had not turped his head at
their shouts. This seemed so strange,
Why didn't he ator to rest at his
old neighbor’s housef Tortured by hooe
and doubt, she hurried up the coule as fast
as she could push the baby-wagon, the

blue-coated figure just ahead pushingstecad--

1l{ifltlently forward up the coule,

hen the excited, panting little gioup
came in sight of the gate, they saw the blue-
coated figure standing, leaning upon
the rough, rail fence, his chin on his palws,
gazing at the empty bouse. His knapsack,
canteen, blankets and musket lay upon the
dusty grass at his feet,

He was like a an lost in a dream. Hias
wide, hungry eyes devoured the scene.
The rongh lawn, the little nnpainted house,
the field of clear yellow wheat behind it,
down across which streamed the sun, now
almost ready to touch the hizh hill to the
west, the crickets crying merrily, a cat on
the fence near by, dreaming, unmindfal of
the stranger in blue,

How peacoful it was. My God! How far
removed from all camps, hospitals, battle-
lines. A little cabin in a Wisconsin coule,
but it was majestic in its peace. How
did he ever leave it for those years of
tramping, thirsting, killing?

Trembling, weak with emotion, her eves
on the silent liﬁnm. Mrs. Smith hurried dp
to the fence. er feet made no noise 1n the
dust and grass, and they were close upon
him before he knew of them, The oldest
boy ran a little ahead. He will never for-
get that figure, that face. It will always
remain as somethbing epie, that return of
the private. He flixed his eyes on the pale
face, covereu vith a ragged beard.

“Who are on, sir!” asked the wife, or
rather, started to ask, for he turned, stood
a moment, and then cried:—

“Emma!”

“Edward!”

The children stood in & curious row to see
their motler kiss this bearded, at_mn?a
man, the elder girlsobbing sympathetical
with her mmother. lliness had left the sol-
dier parily deaf, snd this added to the
atrangenees of his manner.

But the boy of six years stood away, even
after the girl haa recognized her father and
kissed hims. The man turned then to the
:):by, aud said in a curiously unpaternal

ne:

“Come here, my httle man, don’t yon
know me?” But the baby backed away
under the fence aud stood peering at him
critically.

“My little man!” What meaning in those
words! This baby seemed like some other
woman’s child, and not the infant he had
left in his wife’'s arms. The war had come
between him and his baby—he was only “‘a
strange man, with big eyes, dressed in blue,
with mother hanging to his arm, and talk-
ing in a loud voice.”

**And this is Tom,” he said, drawing the
oldest boy to him. *“He'll come and see me,
He knows his poor old pap when he comes
home from the war.”

The mother heard the pain and reproach
in his voice, and hasteped to apologize.

“You've changed so, Ed. He can’t know
yelb. This is papa, Teddy; come and kiss
him—Tom and Marydo. Come, won't you?”’
But Teddy still peered through gthe fence
with solemn eyes, well out of reach. He
resembled a half-wild kitten that hesitates,
studying the tones of one's voice.

“I'll fix him,” said the soldier, and sat
down to undo his knapsack, out of which
he drew three enorjous and very red ap-
ples. After giving one to each of the older
children he said:

“Now | guess he'll come. Eh, my little
man? Now come see your pap.”

Teddy crept slowly nnder the fence, as-
sisted by the overzealous Tommy, and a

‘moment later was kicking and squalling in

his father's arms. Then they entered the
house, into the sitting-room—poor, bare,
art-forsaken little roow, tvo, with 1ts rag
carpet. its square clock, and its two or
three chromos and pictures from Harper's
Weekly pinned about.

“Emma, I'm all tired out,” said private
Smith, as be tlung himself down ou the car-
pet as he used to do, while his wife brought
a pillow to put under his head, and the
cinldmn stood about munching their ap-
ples.

“Tommy, you run and get me a pan of
chipa. and, Mary, vou get the tea-kettle on,
and I'll go and make some biscuit.”

Avd the soldier taiked. Question after
questiou he poured ftorth about the crops,
the cattle, the renter, the neighbors. He
al‘}ppod his heavy ﬁovemment brogan shoes
off his poor, tired, blistered feet, and lay
out with utter, sweet relaxation. He was
a free man again—no longer a soldier under
command. At supper he nl‘;oppad once, lis-
teued and smiled. ‘*I'bat's old Spot. I
kuow her voice. _s’pose that's her
calf out there in the pen.
can’t milk her to-night, though, I'm
too tired; but 1 tell you, 1'd like a_drink o’
ber milk, What’s become of Old Rove?”

*“He died last winter. Poisoned, | guess.”
There was a moment of sadness for them
all. 1t was some timne before the husband
spoke again, in a voice that trembled a little,

“Poorold feller! He'daknownmea hulf a
mile away. 1 expected him to come down
the hill to meet ine. It ’nd ‘a2’ been more
like comin’ home if 1 could ’a’ seen him
comin’ down the road an’ wagzin’ his tail
an’ laughin’ that way he has. 1 tell yeb, it
kin’ ¢ took Lold o me to see the blinds
down an’ the house shut up,”

“But yeh see, we—we expected you'd
write again 'fore you started. And then we
thought we'd see you if you did come,” she
hastened to ex?lmn.

“Well, 1 ain’t worth a cent on writin’,
Besides, it's just as well yeh didn’t know
when I was comin’. I tell yeh, 1t sounds
good to hear them chickens out there, an’
turkeys, an’ the crickets. Do von know,
they don’t have just the same kind o’ enck-
ets down South., Who's Sam hired t' help
cut yver grain?”’

*The ﬁ:mny boys.”

“Looks like a good crop, but I’'m afraid 1
won’t do much gettin’ it cat. This cussed
fever an’ ague has got me down pretty low.
1 don’t kvew when I'll get red of it. 1'll bet
I've took twenty-five pounds of quiuine, if
I’ve taken a bit. Gimme another biscuit.
I tell yeh, thay taste good, Emma, I ain’s
had anything like it—say, if you'd ’a’ beard
me braggin’ to th’ boys about your butter’n
biscuity I'll bet your ears 'ud 'a’ burnt.”

The private’s wife colored with pleasure.
*Ob, you're always a-braggin’ about your
things. Everybody makes good butter.”

“Yes, old lady Snyder, for instance.”

“Oh, well, she ain't toe be mentioned.
She’s Dutch.” .

“Or oid M’ Snively. One more cup o
tea, Mary. That's my ’uirl! I'm feeling
better already. I just b'lieve the matter
with me is, I'm starved.”

This was a delicions hour—one long to be
remambered. They were like lovera again,
But their tenderness, like that of a typical
Awmerican, found utterance in tones rather
than in words. He was praising her when

aising her biscuit, and she knew it.

w soberer when he showed where
he been strudk, one ball burning the

l

back of his hand, one cutting away a lock
of hair from his temnplo, and ome in
through the calf of bis leg. 'The wife shud-
dered to ‘think how near she had come to
being & soldier's widow. Her waiting no
longer seemed hard. This sweet, glorious
hour effaced it all. i

Then they rose, and sll went out into the
garden and down to the barn. Hes
peside her while she miiked old Spot. They
began to plan fieldsand crops for pext year.
Here was the epie figure which ‘Vhitman
has in mind, and which he calls the ‘‘com-
mon American soldier.” With the hivery
of war on his limbs, this man was facing
his future, bis thoughts holding no scent of
battle. Clean, clear-headed, in spite of
physical weakness, Edward Smith, private,
turned fntureward with a sublime conrage.

His farm was mortgaged, s rascaily renter
had run away with his machinery, “‘depart-
ing between two days,” bis children needed
clothing, the years were coming upon him,
he was sick and emaciated; but his heroio
soul did not guail. With the same courage
with which he faced his SBouthern march,
lf:e entered upon a still more hazardous

nture.

Oh, that mystic hour! The rlo man with
big eyes standing there by the well, with
his young wife by his side. The vast moon
swinging above the eastern peaks, the cat-
tle winding down the pasture slopes with
Lau gling bells, the cricketssinging, the stars

looming out sweet, and fair, and serene,
the katy-dids rhythmieaily ealling, the lit-
tle turkeys crying queruously, as they
tled to roost in the poplar tree near the open
gate. The voices at the well drop lower,
the little ones nestle in their father's arms
at last, and Teddy falls asleep there.

The common soldier of the American vol-
unteer army had returned. His war with
the Sonth was over, and his war, his daily
ranning fight with natare and against the
injustice of his fellow-men was begun again.
In the dusk of that far off valley his figure
looms vast, his personal peculiarities e
away, lie rises into a maguificent type.

He is a gray-haired man of sixty now,and
on the brown bhair of his wife the white 18
also showing. They are tighting a hope-
less battle, and must fight till God gives
them furlough.

—Hamlin Garland, ia December Arena.
i P— -

BITS OF FASHION.

i
Blune-gray and leather-color are oddly

combined in visiting dresses of bengaline
and camel’s hair.

In many of the new elegant dress man-
tles the wrap and the sleeves are agsin of
entirely difierent materials, '

Russian cloaks, princess dresses, ball
wraps, tea gownsand dress jackets are now
fashioned from the new Lyons velvet.

A very elegant eflect is produced upon
black cloth suits by the use of delicate gold
palms, which are appliqued upon the skirt,
smailer ones being applied to the collar
and cufls of the coat.

A new trimming which promises to be-
come immensely popular with society girls
is the tulle suzette, a coarse-meshed black
net hdving a narrow border in black and
colors upon one or both edges. This plaited
very full is extremely pretty.

Although the season’s eoats and jackets
are cut longer than those of a year ago, the
smartest French tailor models are not
greatly lengthened. All the stylish coats
have high flaring colars, high sleeves, me-
dinm 1 width, but ample enough to go
@vor a dress sleeve without crushing it
The popular trimmings for cioth walking-
coats are elaborate soutache braidings, fur
in points, bauds and tufts, and very rich

applique figures and arabesque in genuine
Russian eficcts.

A very good contrivance for keeping the
arms warm on a cold day, when noﬁ;ing

longer than a shonlder-cape is worn, is &
simulated sleeve of cloth, kid or chamoas,
cut to button up the back of the arm, or on
the inside, to the elbow, the top and wrists
being tinished with a band of fur matching
the pelerine and muff, or often correspond-
ing with the cloth and fur togue. ‘I'here
are also trim-fitting fur cufis, through
which the hands uli;l). leaving the npper
part of the arm free. The long castor gloves
with fur tops are also protective, and these
are made much less expensiveif the wearer
adds the far bands herself, after the gloves
are purchased.

A new feature of the house-waist or
blonse is the finishing of she neck. For
long-necked women extra length is al-
lowed, and this is used to form a frill
around the throat. The matezial below is
drawn by a series of runners to the circum-
ference of the neck, and then the gather-
ing or smocking, which is a feature of most
silk blonges, is done frequently in pat-
terns. Wbmen with short noczs wear &
blouse cutconsiderably longer thanis ab-
solutely mneedful, the superfinous lenﬁth
being turned over to form a falling collar
or frill. The material is gathered to the
circnmference of the neck, and a piece of
:’nﬁ ‘;mmg is hemmed injto form the collar-

and. .

The necks of some of the art dresses in
early English style are finished with a gor-
gerette, or short ruff’ of lace, plaited very
full and tied with narrow ribbon. These
rufis are nsed in all colors, as well asin
black. On gowns forinformal dinners long
ruches of iringed silk are pussed around the
back of the neck and pointed in a V shape
in front. Pierrot collars of costly lace,
with cufts to mateh, are worn with demi-
toilets of every description, and large con-
tinental cravats of silk lisse, with real lace
ends, are worn with sm;Eerjackets. toa-
gowns and handsome si house-waists,
Double jabots of lace are very wide at the
throat, and taper to a point below the
waist-line.

There are prodnctions of the loom so like
the expensive Persian lamb-skin that an
expert alone could tell the differcnce. Gray
krimmer and black astrakhan are likewise
admirably copied, new productions in these
trimmings being displayed this week.
These imitations in soft silky wool are
really in better taste than the host of cheap
feather-bands and inferior skins indiffer-
ently dayed to imitate more expensive fur—
for instance, “blue fox,” which sold for a
song. Gennine blue fox is used only on
wraps of great value, but many women
walk abroad in the dreadful imitation of
*blue fox"—a dyed fur and a dyed blue
that would scare any fox who saw it. Of
course, blne fox is not blune at all. *It is so
called becaunse it isn’t,” a wise furrier once
explained. Few people know the fur when
they see it, or have the least idea of its
actual value, and as it is neither sable nor
seal its price, when given, is invanably
provocative of ejaculations.

-G

Longevity and Country Life,
Preaident C. W. Eliot, in the Forum.

How great the difference is between an
urban and arural population in the aver-
ageof all who die, may be conveniently il-
Justrated from the registration reports of
Massachusetts, which have now been pub-
lished for forty-seven years. In the tblrtlr
years from 1830 to 1850 the average age of all
the persons who died in Sufiolk connty, an
urbau county on the sea-board, was twen-
ty-three and a half years; the average age
of all the persons who died in Barnstable,
a rural county on the same sea-board, was
thirty-seven; in Franklin, an inland rural
county, thirty-eight and a half; while the
average age of all the persons who died in
the island county of Nantucket during the
thirty years was very nearly double the
average age at death in Suffolk, namely,
46.15, The samereportsshow thattheannual
death rate is upiformly higher in the
denselr-nopulated counties than in the
sparsely-populated ones. Other causes be-
sides density of Eopulatlon coutribute to
produce these striking results; but the main
facv remains.that a family which lives n
the conntry has a better chance of econ-
tinnance than one that lives in the city.
Moreover, if the family history of the
actual leaders, for the time being, in busi-
ness and the professions in any American
city, be studied, it will usually be found
that a very large propo..ion of them were
country-bred. The country breediug gives
a vigor and an endurance which in the loug
ran outweigh sll city advautages, and en-
able the well-endowed conntry boys to out-
strip all their competitors,

——tlo P
Something Better than a Dowry,

Amelia E. Barr, in North American Review.

Dowry is an antiquated provision for
danghters, behind the genius of the age, in-
compatible with the dignity of American
men and the intelligence and freedom of
American women. ides, there are very
likely to be two, three, four or moredaugh-
ters 1n & house; how could a man of mod-
erate mmeans save for all of them? And
what would become of the sons! ‘T'he
father who ﬂivu his children a loving,
sensible mother, who srowdu them with a
comfortable home, and who educates fully
all their special faculties, and teaches them
the cunning in their ten ﬂn?u. dowers his
daughters far better than if he gave them
money. He bas fundea for them a pro-
vision that neither a bad hasband vor an
evil fate can squander. He has his
full duty, and every good girl will’

fully so accept it |

READING FOR SUKNDAY.

The Toys.
My little son, who look’d from thoughtful eyes
And moved and spoke in quict grown-up wise,
Having iy law the sev time disobeyed,
I struck him, and dismiss'd
With hard words and unkiss’d,
His wother, who was patient, being dead.
Then, taurtnﬁod.lutbh grief should hinder sleep,

S

w:mml'?:mﬁu.mmﬁm yet

From his late bing wet

iﬁl&gﬂm mw' Jeft others of my own;
AW

For, on a um.." amm his head,

He had Fﬂ' within his reach,

A box of counters and a red-vein'd stone,

A piece of glass abraded by the beach,

A Vottio with babaar

And twomhwpmmmmmﬂwm

care
To comfort his sad heart.
%: when that night 1 'd

Gd, and wept, an “u:
Ah,when.stlupt we he with tranced breath,
Not vexing Thee in death,
And Thou rememberest of what toys

We make our
How weakly ujg{iso'rdood

Thy great commanded

Then fatherly not less aned

Than I, whom Thou hast molded from the clay,
Thou'lt leave Thy wrath and say

“I will be sorry for their childishness.”

—Coventry Patmore.

Internctional Sunday-School Lesson for Dec.
14, 1890.
JEsSUs MAapE KNowNw. (Luke xxiv, 28-43.)
GOLDEN TEXT—And their eyes were opened,
and they knew him. (Luke xxiv, 31.)
, HOME READINGS.
M.—Jesus made known

Tu.—~Jesus made known.
W.—~Thomas convinced

Th.—Jesus a to Saul....Acts ix, 1-9.
g‘;-m veil &gﬂ 2 Cor. iii, 12-18.
" Seriptures Rom. xvi, 22-27.
Sun.—Revealed to the heathen. Eph. iii, 1-11.
WHAT THE LESSON TEACHES.

The Independent.

The revelation of Christ's personality to
his two disciples, the subsequent corrobora-
tion of their marvelous tale in his own per-
son, and the conclusive test of his reality,
oo g e e, R ey
Imagination may well start belore the

awful possibilities invelved had the invi-
tation not been given and bad Jesus

on.

_ The first lesson 1s obvions. Hospitality
is the Christian’s iperative privilege. We
do not mean the exotic variety that invites
beggars or tramps to hobnob in the home
on terms of easy familiarity. That is nei-
ther hospitality, charity,nor good sense. But
we mean the hospitality that seeks out the
homeless and makes them comfortable, that
welcomes the hungry and feeds him, and
that clothes the shivering wretch under
your windows in the snow-storm. It 1s said
that tramps have a peculiar sign that they
chalk near the home of the Christian and
another that they make near the house of
the miser. The one means, Here is plenty
and a kind heart; eat, drink and harm not;
the other is interpreted, Here is a mean
man, and only fit to be robbed of what he
will not give.

As the month of December is ushered in
this physical hospitality is impressed upon
our minds in & hundred ways; but the les-
son 1nsists more poteutly on the obligation
to spiritnal hospitality. The spirit must
warm toward spirit, the things of Christ.
With urgent entreaties, with never a *‘nay”
for answer, the heart must compel the en-
trance of all that is lovely and of good re-
port. Character is made effective when, ap-
prehending a new virtne, it {akes it by
storm and makes it its own. Christ hesi-
tates before many a heart io order that the
invitation may me more vital and
pressing, so that he may be thoroughly ap-
preciated when he does enter.

When a polar bear finds the rare food
that saves its existence, it tells its youn
and mate. When Peter found out the Lor
he hastened seven miles to tell the rest.
Our instinct, when a great joy 1s come to u
is to share it. Don’t repress that feelin
It is a Ulessed spontaneity. When youn
have found Christ, tell one, tell all. Don't
be asbamed of it. Let others share the
rarest joy of your life.

The instinct of man is communiecative.
It is one he shares with other auiwmals. It
can be none the less sanctified. It repre-
sents the unspeakable craving for sympa-

thy.

f‘l.lt it happens not infrequently in early
Cbhbristian experience that we have become
a changed man without knowing'it. We
recognize the chaunge, but are unable to
classify it correetly. Christ has entered
into a life which has been utterly unaware
of the heavenly guest. A sermon, a talk, a
bit from a book, a touch of the hand, a look
s prayer, a secret session of the soul, and
lo! the visitant is discovered of his kingly
natuare, his loving mission.

The speculation as to the exact chemieal

composition of Chmst's body after his res-
urrection are apt to be carried a bit too far.
We know Christ was real and not a phan-
tom. We know that in some inexplicable
way he counld eat to suppors life and
yet, apparently, was in no need of such
nounishment. ft wWas a state in which the
limitations of the body had ceased and will
and action were cne. Christ was in no
state to court familiarity., His mission was
to convince man of his victory over death,
and, therefore, of the utter truth of his
teachings and of their terrible signification.
From thenceforward to doubt was to cast
him off. That was the time for ocunlar
evidence of one kind. The proof has only
shifted along the line of progress. The
scientist cannot touch Christ’'s glorified
body; but tothose whose hearts burn, ocular
proofs are not wanting.

Of General Interest.

Two hondred Jewish students of Odessa
have renounced their faith and become
Christiavs.

The German Methodists in this country
bave built and dedicated forty churches
since the beginning of the year.

Dr. Storrs, of Brooklyn, bas just com-
pleted forty-four years as pastor of the
Charch of the Pilgrims in Brooklyn.

The Baptist Preachers’ Meeting of Balti-
more is said to have taken action favorable
to the taxation of church property.

A farm of fifteen acres bordering on the
grounds of Northfield Seminary (Mass.) has
been secured as a home-rest for returned
missionaries.

Two national eamp-meetings for the pro-
motion of holiness have been announced for
next year. Northfield, Vt., June 20 to 20;
lAJinwfad Park, Vermillion, O,, .uly 20 to

ug.

Four yearshaveelapsed sincethe ctudents’
volunteer movement was organized at Mr.
Moody’s Northtield convention of college
students, and in the interval tfive thousand
have pledeed themselves to foreign mission

.E‘C;:‘lk. Of these aboui 250 are now in the
eld.

Some of the priests of the diocese of On-
tario, Canada, have decided to appeal to
Rome against the acts of Bishop Langevin,
who has, they say, punish them for
refusing to support the political party of
which the Bishop's brother. Sir Heetor
Lsni:svin. is one of the leaders. Cardinal
Taschereau bas been asked to forward the
complaint to Rome.

Dr. John Hall, of New York, preached
last Sunday on the subject of *“*Premillen-
niom.” e said the second coming of
Christ was to take to heaven those who
lovea him. It was a coming for judgment;
it wus not a coming to set up a throne on
earth. It was for “conciuding purposes.”
It was to bring his kingdom 1n FJ resent
form to an end forever. He would then de-
liver up that kingdom to the Father. If
he did not have that kingdom te-day he
could not deliver it up. That was the only
second advent which the Bible taught.

Thoughts for the Day.

A wide-spreading, hnreful disposition is
your only true umbrells in thic vale of

There are not good things enough in life
to indemnify us for the neglect of a single
duty.—Madame Swetchine.

Let us alwavs remember that holiness
does not consist in doing udeommon things,
but in doing everything with purity of
heart.—H. E. Manning.

Th these wor-d-l thy soul,
l;“opo.ml"':lth and Inn;ual:l‘:hou shalt ind
Strength when life's surges maddest roll,
Light, when thou else wert bliud.

"m‘n“

Bink not beneath imaginary sorrows:

Call to your ald your courage and your wisdom;
Think on the sudden change of humen scenes;
Think on the various accidents of war;

Think on the ll::::h power of awful virtue;

that guards the good.

;'01-',- R |'|r.-‘ a5
- s ‘ﬁ:-*l

L% . -~ o

pl o

— # q... ﬂi‘.l;

<,

b "
[P v S F

ISy ™ N
e T e &

S
chills that they sre intended

to * 5
The verdict of the doctors will be ﬂ s
consonance with the personal experience of

most men —of course, ex

stantly exposed to the winter's

it explains how many gentlemen .
vanced in years as the venerable :
Hamiin can dispense entirely with :
coat even in the depth of winter,
doubtless have their usefulness; but it
exceptional in this climate. Warm

weoar is the right th of dressing, and
has the advantage permitting greater
activity of movement, which is

not less demanded in winter time shan
other seasons,

o

OUT OF THE ORDINARY.

_—_‘:__
Green teak timber is heavier than water,
;nd :::ﬁeu t.hmml; it cannot be
0a

The current of the river Amszon is dis-
tinctly perceptible on the ocean for more
than two hundred miles from shore,

ilf. cugu less than thirty tb&umu-d offi.
ciails suflice (o mle, i most mAan-
ner, one-third of ::rhl'u inhabitanta

Labor is > | jon. The coolies
there can live on‘ﬂ,nm%hiﬂin & mon

and are glad aboutfd.) s
day for their m. A tepr

A woman fonnded dail roalism. The
first daily M'mm‘sl{ {:: Daily

ant, established in London in 1702 by

beth Mallet, und edited by her.

Under two exceptional cases divoroe lg
allowed in Chlidn:.d b'rb. first i.:“ 4
ence accompa i to paren
of the husband: {hl:.:g:oud. ;lllnl. of
heirs after the wife has reached a certain

A wolf was released at Livingston, Ga,
last week, and twenty-one bonnds o
large number of men and boys sf in
pursuit. After ranning a little way

wolf sto
ofoho: - :od and whipped the whole

The Turtle clan of the Iroguois claim to
have descended from a fat turtle, which,
burdened by the weight of its ahell in
walkivg, contrived by mtt exertions to
throw it off, and ¢ gradually de-
veloped into a man,

A Waldo county (Maine) teacher, Md’
her school dutie..,ﬁudc time (o take eare
several shecp, and has carded and l{a: the
wool of four sheep, afterward kni

all in men’s heavy mittens, for which m
found a ready market,

When the Russians took possession of Si-
beria they fonod it so densely peopled with
deer, antelopes, sqnirrels othersociable
animals, that the very conquest of Siberia
was nothing but a bunting ex ton
which lasted for two hurdred yoars

In France at present there are twomillion
households in which there has been ne

child; 2,500,000 in ich there was one
child; 2,800,000, two\ children; 1500000,
three; about 1,000000, four; 550,000, fivey
330,000, six, aud 200,000 seven or more.
Tradition bas 1t that the natives of Vir.
ginia, the first time they seized on & guan-
tity of gun-powder, which belon to the

English colony, sewed it for n. expect-
ing to reap a plentiful erop of combustiom

by the next
whole column.
Two youn rls in Abberville conn
North J:rolignu.‘ihsro made ?wo t!t
cotton apiece this year, and besides thad

have supported themselves for some time
by their beautiful machine work. They do

L AT e

arvest, to blow away thes

this regardless of their father’s aid, who isv

a wealtby farmer,
Probably the oldest house in the United

States is 8 decaying stone dwelling thas

stands at Guilford, Conn. It was bailt in
1640 and is still ocenpied. In colouialtimes
it did duty occasionally as a fort, and was
a place of refu
Philip was on the war-path,

A cork rope isone of the latest invem.
tions. 1t is made of small corks placed end

to end, and the whole covered with a brala~
ingof cotton twine; over this is » conrser '

brading in heavy strands. According te
the inventor, a one-inch thick rope will
stand a strain of 1,000 pounds.
The Egyptian papyrus is an soquatio
Kl_ant. baving a stemn from three tosix f
igh, Its soft, smowth flowerstem aft

the most ancient material from which pa-
per was prepared. Its flowering stems and

for settlers when King:

jeaves are twisted into ropes, and the roots, .

which are sweet, are used as food.

In the Cluny Museunm at Paris there is
said to be a remarkabie vollection of fout=
wear. 1t was made by Jules Jacoue
and comprises miore than three bun
specimens of all Kinds of foot gea- from the
earliest form of the sandal throngh its var-
ious transformatiorsy down to the most ap-
proved modern ar® e, |

Stories of romantic reunions among sur-
vivors of the Johmstown flood, who had
mourned the others as dead, are constantly
appearing. A man and wife who had be-
lieved that they bad been bereaved by the
disaster were recently discovered to each
other by a mntual friend in Memphis After
a joyous meeting, the couple went 10 & new
home in California.

Mrs. George H. Corliss, of Newburyport,
has a beautiful plant of the cactus family,
upon which there are now from seven
eight hundred blossoms. The plant has
been trained in such a mannerthat from its
Jong leaves the hundreds of flowers droop
in their erimson beauty so that the whole
resembles a floral fountain., At one time
there were upward of eight bundred blos
soms upon it by actual count.

It is hardly credible that on the first in-
troduction of the Chinese tea lesf, which
now affords such daily refreshment, or the
American tobacoo leaf, whose sedative
fumes make it so popnlar, or the Arabian
coffee berry, whose aromadelights so many,
that the use of these novelties should have
spread consternation amoung the nations of
Europe and been mathemauzedelz the ter-
rors and the fictions of the learn

A citizen of Jacksonville, Fla., d
5,000 oranges 1n & public place last week and
invited paseors-by to belp themselves to
the fruit, ouly stipulating that the eater
should guarter the oran and place the
peel in a barrel of alcobol standing near by,
About four thousand oranges were thas
disposed of, to the uti-factmg of the donor,
who will ship the peeling to Eugland to
used for medical purposes. It was a nov
expedient for getting a good job done with
out expense,
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Colonists Wantad In China,
President Martin, in the Forum.

China has room for all her children., It is
wrong to suppose that the whole empire is
suffering from a plethora of population,
Certain districis areover-crowdeu, partica.
larly on the southeastern seaboard; and
from that quarter alone laburers come to
this conntry. Many of the provinces are
thinly peopled and call for colonists. Yun.
nan, with an area of 107,000 square miles,
had a population of barely 7,000,000 prior to
the Mohammedan rebellion, though highly
favored by soil and climate, BSince
devastating scourge, the figare must be re-
duced by half. The same is trae of Kwel.
chan, and of Shensi and Kousub, the two
provinces of the northwest. OUn the norsh.
east, in what is called Mauchuria, are
two mnew provinces, each of them
nearly as Jarge as the State of
New York, which, excepting a few military
posts, present the spectacle of an unbroken
wildernese. The government is now en-
deavoring to attract settiers to that reTkn
as the best way to secure it from falling
mto the l}lliilb of Jlun‘l:; The w
regions o on a sure, for
sawe reason, to ?o thrown open to setile-
meut at no distant date, At present they
?ro! in a condition nn_llog;uu to that of our

ndign reseryations, ouly wmore sparsely
populated than any of ‘lhem.

be popalavion of China two centuries

ago was less than 200,000,000, 1tisnow nearly
twice a8 § or, to L accurate, abous
382,000,000, ith the extension of rail ways.
and the development of new resonrces, it
might easily double i1tself onoe uwae w
out any danger of treading on the heels of
supply. ‘1he actual increase is 4,000,000 per
annum—a rate that speaks to the econo~
mist of resources still cs of large ex~
pansion,

The Best Carriage Horse.
H. O, Merwin, in Atlantic Monthly,
Whatever the size of ths oarriags
and whatever the use for which
tended; whetherboistobe a b
coacher, or a {ast-stepping barosecbn »e
or a useful, medinm-sized animal, ors

{ brougham, or a showy one for
:geleg:l: o!;o afah all-day z R

tively light earriage

whether he is to be a horse, a cob or a pon
lot him have the mward energy. w’:‘
ward giace, and ineness o. an
l:nl:lzlml only a ds ho

—avoiding the h":m
the dumpiness of the e
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